FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
house he was building for himself. We must eat palau,
the national dish of Turkestan. It turned out to be rice
cooked with fat, and made savoury with carrots, pieces of
fried lamb and raisins. A pitcher of hot water was brought in.
One washed one's hands both before and after eating. The
aksakal ate in the traditional way, with his fingers, but
covers were laid for us. The wide windows gave on to a
beautiful orchard. The women's quarters were at the end of
a corridor, in a low wing of the house, and I was taken along
to meet the aksakaFs wife. Though he was old, she was a
pretty young woman with a smiling face, and seemed to be
happy living there with her children and her old mother.
. . . How should I know anything more? Beside her she had
a dear little girl, Meradj, whom I had met with the aksakal
the evening before. Mrs. Rholam Mohammed Khan and I
examined the different materials of which our dresses were
made. Her muslin veil was held on her head by an em-
broidered cap. Her voluminous dress was of the white silk
of the country—silk that, according to legend, was first
brought to Turkestan by a Chinese princess who came to
Khotan to marry the king. Though it was forbidden by the
Chinese emperors, she managed to hide some of the precious
cocoons in her turban when she was leaving her own
country*
Our way back to the town lay along little sunken roads.
Then we came to such a parade ground as I had never yet
seen. There were parallel-bars and cross-bars, these with
knotted ropes hanging from them; and then an astonishing
wall of planks, no doubt representing a wall to be taken by
assault. On a canal bank near-by and in the shadow of some
willows which had shaggy red roots, hundreds of pot-
bellied army horses were in training. ... It appeared that
during the preceding days the authorities had requisitioned
eggs by the thousand, mutton fat and bricks of tea from all
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